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CHAPTER XVIilI—Continued.

He was In no better mood than my-

~gelf 1o encounter insult, and what had

been a simple difference between us
flaimed into a quarrel which reached
Its culmination when he mentioned
Oliver's name with a taunt, which the
boy, for all his obstinate clinging to
his journalistic 1dea, did not deserve.

Knowing my own temper, 1 drew
back Into the Hollow.

He followed me.

I tried to gpeak,

He took the word out of my mouth
This may have been with the intent
of quelling my anger, but the tone
was raspiong, and, noting this and not
his words, my hand tightened insen-
sibly about the stick which the devil
{or John Scoville) had put in my hand
Did he see this, or was he prompted
by some old memory of boyish quar-
rels that he should give utterance to
that quick, sharp laugh of scorn! |
shall nevor know, but ere the sound
had ceased the stick was whirllng over
my head—there came a crash and he
fell. My friend! My friend!

Next moment the earth seemed too
narrow, the heavens too contracted
for my misery. That he was dead—
that my blow had killed him, | never
doubied for an lnstant. | knew it as
wa know the face of Doom when once
it hng risen upon us, Never, never
agaln would this lump of clay, which

a few minutes befors had filled the
Hollow  with ahrillest whistling,
breathe or think or speak, He was

dead, dead, dead!—And 1?7 What was 1?

The pame which no man hears un:
maved, no amount of repetition makes
ensy to the tongue or weleome to the
ear! the name which 1 had
heard lnunched in full forensic elo
quence s0 many times in aceosation
ngainst the wrotehes 1 had Hardly re
garded as belng in the same human
clasy as myself vrang in my ears as
though intoned from the very mouth
of hell, I could not egeape it, 1 should
never be fhle to excape t agaln
Though I was standing in a familinr
scene—n scens [ had known and fre-
quented from childhood, T felt myself
as igolated from my past and as com-
plately set apart from my fellows us

the shipwrecked mariner tossed to
precarious foothold on  his wave
dashed vock, | forgot that other

criminals existed.

In that one awful moment 1 was in
my own eyes the only blot upon the
unlverse—the snle Inhabitant of the
new world into which 1 had plunged—
the world of erime—the world .upon
which I had sat in judgment before 1
know—

What broke the spell? God knows:
all 1T can say s that, drawn by some
other will than my own, I found my
glanove traveling up the opposing bluff
till at Its top, framed betwoen the
ragged wall and towering chimney of
Spencer's Folly, | saw the presence
I had dreaded. the witness who was
to undo me.

It wns & woman—a woman with a
little child in hand. [ did not see her
face, for shoe was just on the point of
turning away from the dizzy verge, but
nothing could have been plainer than
the silhouette which whese two made
against the flush of that early evening
sky,

Ay long as [ could cateh a glimpse
of this woman's fluttering akirt as she

retrested through the ruins, 1 stood |

there, self-convicted, above the man 1
had sinin, etaring up at that bloteh of
shining sky which was as the gate of
hell to me. Not til) thelr two figures
had digappeared and it was quite clenr
again did the Instinet of sell-preserva-
tion return, and with It the thought
of flight.

But where could 1 fiy? No spot in
the whale world was secret enough to
concenl me now. | was a marked man.
Botter to stand my ground, and take
the consequonces than to act the cow-

ard’'s part and elink away like those
other men of blood | had so often sat

in judgment npon

Had 1 btut followed this impulse!
Hnd I but gowe among my fellows,
shown them the mark of Caln upon
my forehead and prayed, not for In-

dulgence, but punishment, what days
of gnawing misery 1 should have been

spared!

The horror of what lay at my feet
An my
steps fell mochanically into the trall
down which 1 had come In lanotence
and kindly purpose only a few minutes
whot
The
woman hnd shown no haste In her
There hnd been a natural-

drove me from the Hollow.

before,
through my

a  startling thought
benumbed mind.

turning!

ness In her movement, & dignity and a
grace which spoke of ease, not shock
What If she bhad oot seen! What if
my deed was as yet unknown'! Might

I not have time for—for what? 1 did
not stop to think; 1 just pressed on,
| saying to myself, “Let Providence de |
¢lde. If 1 meet any one before | reach |
| my own door my doum I8 settled lf|
| L do not—"

And [ did not As 1 turned Into the |
lane from the ravine I heard a sound |
far down the slope, but it was too dis- |
tant to create apprehenslon, and 1|
| went calmly on, foreing mysell into
my usual lelsurely galt, if only to
galn some control over my own emo-
tions before coming under Oscar's eye

That sound | have never understood
It could not have been Scoville, since
in the short time which had passed he
could not have fled from the point
where J heard him last into the ravine
below Ostrander lane. But, If not he,
who was it? Or if It was he, and
some other hand threw bhia stick
across my path, whose was this band
and why have we mnever heard any-
thing about it? It Is a question which
sometimes floats through my mind,
but I dld not give it a thought thon.
I was within sight of home and Oll-
ver's possible presence; and all other
dread was as nothing in comparison
to what I felt at the prospect of meet-
ing my boy's eve. My boy's eye! my
greatest dread then, and my greatest
dread still! In my terror of it I walked
as to my doom |

The house, which I had left empty, |
I found empty; Oliver had not yet re
turned. The absolute stillness of the |
rooms seemed appalling. Instinotive
Iy 1 looked at the eclock, It had|
stopped. Not at the minute—I do not
say it was ual the minute—but mnear, |
vory near the time when !
inpocent man I became a guilty one
Appalled at the discovery, |
the front. Opening the door, | looked |
|out. Not a creature in sight, and not
n sound to be Leard.
ng lonely and seemingly as forsaken
us the house. Had time stopped here. |
Were the world ard its inter
¢sta ot a pause In horror of my deed?

iy %
oo

natural senaations inte-vened, and, re
joieing at this lock of disturbanc
where disturbance meant discovery,

clock, and sit down In my own room |
My own room! Was it mine any
longer? Tts walls looked strunge; the
petty objects of my dally handling,
|unfamifar. The change in myself in-
| focted everything 1 saw. 1 might have
| bren in another man's house for all
conneetion these things seemed Lo
have with me or my life. Like one
get apart on an unapproachable shore,

I stretched hands in vain toward all
that | had known and all that had
| been of value to me.
| PBut as the minutes passed | began
to lose this feeling. Hope, which 1
thought quite dead, slowly revived
Nothing bad happened, and perhaps
nothing would:
| Men had been killed before, and the
glayer passed unrecognlzod. Why
| might it not be 80 In my cage? I the
woman continued to remaln’ allent; If
for any reason she had not witnessed
the blow or the gtriker, who else was
there to connect me with an assault
commlitted & quarter of o mile away?
No one knew of the quarrel; and if
they did, who could be so daring as
to agsoclate one of my name with an
netlon so bratal? A judge slay his
friend! It would take evidence of n
very marked charascter to make even
my politieal enemiles belleve that.

As the twilight deepened 1 rose from
my eeat and It the gas. 1 must not
be found shulking in the dark. Then
I began to count the ticks measuring
off the hour. If thirty minutes more
passed without a rush from without 1
might bope. If twenty ?—If ten ?—then
it was five! then It was—

Ah! The gate had clanged to. They
were coming, 1 could hear steps—
voicea—a loud ring at the bell. 1
moved slowly townrd the fromt, 1
feared the betrayal which my ashy
face and trembling hands might make.
Agitation after the news was to be
expected, but not before! So 1 left
the hall dark when | opened the door.
And thus declded my future.

For in the faces of the amall crowd
which biocked the doorway 1 detected
nothing but commigeration; and when
i volee spoke and I heard Olveor's aec
cents surchurged with nothlng more
grievous than pity, I realized that my
secret was as yet unshared, and, see
Ing that no man suspected me, I fore
bore to declare my gullt to anyone,

fommiserntion that were so dear to
‘me had been bought at a price no man

N

|

from &n|f

fled to !B

The road woas | 8

For a moment | believed it; then more | '_

| L
I stepped Inside again, rewound the

This sudden restoration from sound
lesa depihs into the pure alr of respect
and sympathy confused me; and be
yond the words “Killed! Struck down
by the bhridge!”™ 1 heard lttie, till
slowly, dully, like the call of a bell
fasuing from a smothering mist, |
caught the sound of & name. i struck
my sar and gradually it dawned upon
my consolousness that another man
had been arrested for my crime and
that the safety, the reverence and the

of honor might pay

But | was no longer a man of honor.
| was a wretched crimipal swaying
above a gulf of Infemy in which 1 had
seon others swallowed but had never
dreamed of being engulfed mysell. |
never thought of letting myseif go—
not at this crisls—mnot while my heart
was warm with its resurgence Into the
old life.

And so | let pass this opportunity
for confeesion. Afterwards it was too
Inte—or seemed too late to my demor-
allzed judzment

My first real awakening to the ex-
traordinary horrors of my pogition
was when | realized that circum-
stances were likely to force me into
presiding over the trinl of the man
Scoville. I felgned sickness, only to
realize that my place would ba takon
by Judge Grosvenor, a wnotorionsly
prejudiced man.  If he sat, It would go
hard with the prisoner, and I wanted
the prisoner acquitted. [ had no
griudge against John Secoville Or
course | wanted to save him, and If
the only help 1 could mow give him
was to sit ag judge upon his case, then
would [ sit as judge whatever mental
torture it Involved.

Sending for Mr. Black, 1 asked him
point blank whether in face of the
circumstance that the victim of this
murder was my best friend, he would
not prefer to plead his case before
Judge Grosvenor, He answered no:

that he bad more confidence In my
equity even under these circumstances
than In that of my able, but head-
gtrong collehgue, and prayed me to get

into which It led bhim.
owning up to the encounter he had o
barely, escaped he conflned himsall o
the simple deciaration of baving heard
volces somewhers near the bridge,
which to all who kpow the ravine ap-
peared ‘mpossible under the condi-
tions named.

Yet, for all the incongruities and
the fellure of bis counsel to produce
any definite Impression by the prison-
er's persistent denial of having whit-
tled the stiek or evén of havine ear
ried It Into Dark Hollow, | expected
a verdict in his favor. Indeed, | was
g0 confident of it that 1 suffered less
durinz the absenmte of the jury than
at any other time, and when they re-
turned, with an alr of solemn deelsion
which proclaims unanimity of mind
and a ready verdict, | was so prepared
for his acquittal that for the first
time since the opening of the trial 1
telt myself a being of flesh and blood,
with human sentiments and hopes.
And 1t was: “Guilty!"

When | awoke to a full realization |

of what this entailed (for | must have
lost consclougtess for
though no one seemed to notice), the
one fact starlng me In the face was

that it would devolve upon me to pro- |

nounce his sentence; upon me, Archi-
bald Ostrander, an aulomaton Do
longer, but & man reallzing to the
full fiis part in this miscarringe of
justice. Chnos confronted me, and io
contemplation of It, 1 fell (1L

Somehow, strange as it may appear,
I had thought little of this possibllity
previous to this moment. [ found my-
self upon the brink of this new gull
before the dizziness of my escape from
the other bad fully passed. Do you
wonder that I recolled. sought to gain
time, put off dellvering the sentence
from day to day? 1 had sinned—sinned
{rredeemably—but there are deptha of
Infamy beyond which a man cannot
0. | had reached that point.

g g

He Was Dead, Dead, Dead—and 17
What Was I7

well, He did not say that he expected
me on this very account to show even
more favor toward hie cllent than I
might otherwlge have done, but I am
sure that he moant it; and, taking his
attitude as an omen, | obeyed his
injunction and was soon well enongh
to take my sest upon the bench.
What men saw facing them from
the bench was an automaton wound up
to do s0 much work each day. The
renl Ostrander was not there, but
gtood, an unseen presence ut the bar,
undergoing trinl slde by slde with
John Scoville, for & crime to make
angels weop and bumanity hide its
head: hypocrisy! {
But the days went by and the inex-
orable hour drew nigh for the acoused
man's release or condemnation. Cir-
cumetances were against him—so wos
his bearing, whieh 1 alone understood.
If, ag all felt, it was that of a gullty
man, it wad 80 because he had been
gullty in intent If not in fact. He had
meant to attack Algernon Etheridge.
He had run down the ravine for that
purpose, knowing my old f(riend's
whistle and envying him his watch.
Or why his foollsh story of having
left his stick behind him?  Bul the
sound of my approaching steps higher
up on the path had stopped him in
mideareer and sent him rushing up
the slope ahead of me. When he came
back after a short circuit of the felds
beyond, it was to find his erime fore
stalled and by the very weapon he
had thrown into the Hollow as he
went scurrying by. He had meant to
attack Etheridge. It was the shock
of the discovery of the body, height.
ened by the use he made of [t to se
cura the booty thue thrown In his
way without crime, which gave him

| ner?

What saved me? A new discovery,
and\ the loving sympathy of my son
Oliver. One night—A momentous one

| to me—he came to my room aod, clos:

ing the door behind hifm, stood with
his back to It, contemplating me in a
wny that startled me.

What had happened? What lay be-
hind this new and penetrating look,
this anxious and yet persistent man.
1 dared not think. I dared not
vield to the terror which must follow
thought. Terror blanches the cheek

and my cheek must never blanch un:|
der anybody's serutiny, Never, never, |

g0 long ns [ lived,

“Father"—the tone quieted me, for [
knew from (ts gentleness that he was
hesitating to speak more on his own
necount than on mine—"you are not
looking well; thig thing worries yow.
I hute to see you Ike this. Is It just
the loss of your old frlend, or—or—"
He faltered, not Knowing how to pro-
ceed,

“Qometimes 1 think" he recom-
menced, “tliat you den't feel quite sure
of this man Scoville’s gullt. Is that
go? Tell me, father?”

I did not know what to make of him.
There was no shrinking from me; oo
consclons or uncobsclous accusation
in voice or look, but there was a de
glre to know, and a certain latent re-
solve behind it all that marked the
line between obedient boyhood and
thinking, determining man. With all
my dread—n drend so great 1T felt the
first grasp of age upon my heart-
strings at that moment—I recognized

quiry of his with the truth—tbat is,
with just so much of the truth as was
needed. No more, not one jot more,
I therefore answeored, and with a show
of self-possession at which I now won-
der:

“You are not far from right, Oliver.
I have had moments of doubt. The
evidenee, as you must have noticed, 1a
purely clreumstantial"

“What evidence would satisfy you?
What would you consider a’conclusive
proof of gullt?”

1 told him In the set phrasea of
my profession,

right to receive a sentence of death.'
I could not trust my ears,
“1 know from personal observillon,"

end”

(TO BE CONTINUED.)
Daily Thought

small joya,
dawn.

1 go around it
Goaths,

to Chauncey M. Depew, Who
Should Know.

COMING LATE TO DINNER

Really a Form of Egotism, According

do some people always coma

dinners, fixing the time half an hour
before the hour named for the other
Invited guests. Consequently she was
not the last to arrive, and did not keep
the company waiting. She never for
EAVe me.

"Of course in Burope royalty Is alk
wayn Iate for dinner, so as to glve an
opportunity for all the guests to ar
rive. If anyone comes after royalty
han arrived, they haven't arrived, thelr

eriterfon, will

REALLY OF LITTLE SERVICE

Hydroasroplane Not Likely to Be
Developed, Is the Oplnlon of Men
Whe Should Know.

Thera seema some reason for bellav-
ing that the hydroaeroplane. that Is,
the seroplane earrying a boat or flont
beneath it for alighting on the water,
was a development In the wrong direc-
tion. In the firet place, such machines
oannot bs made seaworthy. Even now
the seroplane files in winds that keep
amaller waterboine craft shut up In
port—winds kicking up such a sea that
alighting on it would be difficult If not
impossible. Becondly, the neroplane
Is stoadily Incressing Its radius of
fotion, and |f past growth is any

bo ablo to|

Best Hour for Work.

you are more matter of fact,

o |

r  minute, |

no other courge than to meet this in: |

“Then,” he declared as 1 ﬂuished.\
“vou may rest easy as to this man's

he proceeded, appronching me with a |
firm step, “that he (s not only capable
of the erime for which he has been |
convicted, but that he has actually |
committed one under similar t:lrrmm-|
atances, and possibly for the same

And he told me the story of that|
night of storm and blopdshed—a story |
which will be found lying near this,
In my alcove of shime and contrition, |

1 seek no thorns, and 1'catch the
If the door is low 1 stoop |
It 1 ean remove the stone out |
of my way | do so. If it be too heavy, |
And thus every day 1|
find something which: gladdens me.— |

‘that I8, a marine platform for launch-
ing and recelving agaln from the air
the aeroplane scouts of tho fest at
gent, peoms a more feaglble means of
solving this problem thian that of fast-
enlng an alighting boat to each plane.

It 18 a curious fact ln peychology
that nobody can siay st tho same
meontal and physical lovel for twenty-
four hours together, In the morning

in | taken not far from Lods, Rumsian
K

Bishop Croxler Neatly Extrigated Him.
reachies its ; ly Extrigated .

1

\
Typhus {s making horrible ravages In the ranks of the Serblan and Augtriin armies, and among the eivilians
as well. The death rate is frightful, and ox carts laden with the coffing of the victims pass in continual procession
to the burial pleces.

ADVISORY COMMITTEE FOR AERONAUTICS
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Secretary of War Garrlson formally opened the first meeting of the National advisory committee for aero-
rantics, a committea appointed by the president and provided for In recent legislation to study and advance the
geience of neronautios in this country. Gen. George Scriven was chosen the committee’s first chalrman. The meet
fng was held in the war department. Baclk row, left to right: Naval Constructor H, C. Richardson; Prof. John
F. Hayford, Northwestern university; Capt. Mark Bristol, chiel of the navy department's aeronautical bureau,
and Col, Samuel Reber, 11, 8. A signal corps. Front row, left to right: Prof. W, F. Durand, Leland Stanford
university; Dr, 8. W. Stratton, chief of United States bureau of standards; Gen, George P, Scriven, chief signal
officer, U, 8. A} Prof. €, ¥, Marvin, chief of United States weather bureau, and Prof. M. L Pupin of Columbia
university.

GEN. ALVARO OBREGON

. TWIN MARINES FOOL THEIR OFFICERS

'. UNDERWOGD X 1%
UNDERWOO DL
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Two marines have lately had the entire maring corps stationed at League
{sland, nenr Philadelphia, shaling with silent lsughter by the trouble they
are caugiog. After eight months In the service thelr company oficers and
their fellow marines cannot tell them apart They are Leslle and Hallle
Woodcock, twine, twenty years old, and bail from South Carplina, whers
| they enlisted on the condition that they would never be put into separate
companies. Many efforts have been made by tholr ofMeers to do this, but
they huve a written guardnty from the recrultlng station that it ig thelr
privilege to serve thelr country together,

SHELLING THE RUSSIANS
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| GERMANS

This photograph of a German
Poland.
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